WILLIAM  VAUGHN MOODY
To Mary L. Mason
CHICAGO. Jan. u, 1896.
DEAR MRS. MASON,
have postponed writing because I suspected would rather have a letter written com-out of a rising desire for talk or its substi-than a hurried note setting forth with a )ri:rn. gasp that I had got here with no broken )OHes. I have not quite got accustomed to the bite of things again, after humoring my skin the delicate eastern impingements. Indeed since getting back as helpless a victim o "the blue devils as it is in my temperament ever
0  t>e. The gross result of the life one can lead in
1  iplace like this is satisfactory enough, but the tet: oresult, the fine slow-oozing crystal distillation, s tragically small — and I fancy that for such as
titte unsublimated mass must always keep a [isheartening suggestion. The enervating thing .bout the place is its shallow kindness. People re so eager to give you credit for virtues that you .o not possess that you feel ashamed to put forth hose that are yours. Then when you do take .ea.rt of grace, and do or say or think a really good
47w between! . . .
